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SYNOPSIS.

Fran arvives at  Hamiitan, Cregory's
home i1n Littleburg, but fnds Bim absent
W'“"' the cholt at & "h"'ﬂ mectlng

frs  thither In search of hiim

Inughs during the service and s anked te
lenve.  Abholt Ashion, supesintendent of |
l:‘llonll_ encarts Fran from the tent. He
tolls hor Giremory W o wealihy man,
Y Interested 1n charity work, and &
Piltar of the chureh.  Ashton becomes
atly Interosted In Fran and while tak.
g leave of her, hakls her hand afd in
seen by Bapphira Clinton, siwter of Hob-

t Clirton, chaleman of the school bonrd

n tells Gregory she wanta n  hotne
with him, Urace e, Oregory's privale
searetary, takes a violent dislike to Fran
AnA mdvises her 10 go away At once
Fran hints al A& twenty-yenr-old secrat
and Gregory In agitation asks Craee o
leRve the room. "ran telates thie wtory
of how (iregory married a youns wiri at

elogfeld  whille  attasding college and
on deserted her. Fran s the ohild of
that marriage. Oragory had married his
prasen! wife theee years before the deuth

Fran's mother tan takes o king to

™. COregory., Oregory explains  that

n in the daughter of a very dear fricnd
who s dend N agreos ta the story

e, Gregory Inmiste on her making ler

with them and takea her to her
arms, It {a decided that Fran must go to

L. Crace shows relstent  Intorost
Qregory's wlory of his depd frisnd and
nin that Fran may ba an  imposter

h doclnres that the secrelary thist go
Grace begine nagging totles (n an offort
o drive Frean from the Gesgory hame, ho!
Mrs. CGregory rem-ins stanch in hor
friendenip.  Fran is orderm] befors Super-
Intendent Ashiton ta be punished for In-
mibordination In sehool.  Chadrman Clin.
‘:m In prosent, The affalr omds I Fran

aving the school in eompany of the twao
men to the amasement of the soandul-
mongers of the tawn

CHAPTER X.-—Cantinued,

“lem me!" Jakey ploaded, with fine
admiration

“Well, 1 rather guess not!”  cried
Pob, “Think I'll refuse Fran's first re
quest?™  Ile wped upstairs, uncom-
monly lght of foot.

“Now.” whispered Fran wickedly,
“let's run off and leave him."

“I'm with you!" Abbott whispered
boyishly.

They burst from the bullding ke a
storm, Fran Ilaughing musically, Ab-
bott laughing joyously, Jakey laugh-
ing loudest of all. They sallied down
the front walk under the artillery fire
of hostile oyes from the green veranda
They continued merry. Jakey even
swaggered, fancying himself a part of
it; he regretted his short trousers

When Robert Clinton overtook them,
he was red and breathless, but Fran's
beribboned hat was clutched triumph-
antly In his hand. It was he who first
discovered the ambuscade, He sud-
denly remembered, looked across the
street, then fell, desperately wounded
The shots would have passed unhesd
ed over Abbott's head, had not Fran
called hia attentlon to the ambuscade

“It's a good thing,” she sald lano-
contly, “that you're not holding my
hand—" and she nodded toward the
boarding house. Abbott looked, and
turned for one despalring glancs st
Bob; the latter was without sign of
life.

“What shall we do?" Inquired Fran,
as they halted ridiculously. “If we run
for It, 11l makeo things worse. ™

“Oh, Lord, yes!" groaned Bob; “don't
miake a bolt!"”

Abbott pretended not to understand
“Come on, Fran, | shall go home with
you.”" Hia fAghting blood was up. In
his facoa wis no surrender, noe, pot
aven to Grace Noir. “Come” le per-
sintod, with aignity

“How jolly!” Fran exclalmed. “Shall
wa go (hrough the grove? —that's the
longest way."”

“Then let us go that way,” respond-
ed Abboll stubborniy

“Abbott,” tho nehool direetor
warned, “you'd hetler come on over to
my place—I'm golng thore this Instant
to—to get n cup of tew.  I'll be best |
for you, ald fellow, you listen lo |]|u,j
now=—you need o lttle er—n
Httle stioulant.™
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N0, Ahbott returned definitely. Ha
had done nothing wrong, and e re.
pented the waocusing glauces  from

rorons the way
Fran"

“And don’'t you hother about him."
Fran called witer the retroating ehalr
man of Lthe bourd, "he'll bave M-
lanl enaugh.™

"No, I'm golng with

CHAPTER XI.
The New Bridge at Midnight,

It was almost time for summesr va-
cation. Like wil consclentions superin-
tendents of publie schools, Abbott Ash.
ton found the closing woek espesially
fatiguing, Exsminatlons were nerve
tosting, and corrsction of examination
papars called for late hours over the
lamp. Ashton had fallen into  the
roprehenaible hablt of bolting from the
hoarding bhouse, after the last paper
had been graded, no matter how late
the night, und making his way rapidly
drom wown as I to bathe his soul in
country solltude. Liks all reprebens.
Ible habits this one was presently to
revenge Iself by getting the “profes.
isor” dnto trouble,

One beautiful moonlight night, he

had simply run, asking no questions.
It was when he suddenly discovervd
Fran in the flesh, as she slipped along
n crooked alley, gliding In shadows,
that the couse of much sleeplessness
wasE made tnngible,

Abbott was greatly disturbed, Why
ahould Fran be stealthily darting down
tldealloys nt midnight? The wouder
suggested s corollary—why was he
running as from some intangible #ne
my? Dut now was no time for intro-
spection, und he set himself the task
af solving the new mystery. As Fran
merged from the mouth of the alley,
Abbott dived Into its bowels, but when
he reached the next street, no Fran
was to be sein

Mad ghe darted into one of the sout.
tered cabing that composed the fringe
of Littleburg? At the mere thought,
he felt 4 namelegs shrinking of the

heart, Surely not. Hut could she pos
sibly, Fowever fleet of foot, have
rounded the next corner before his

coming Into the light? Abbott sped
along the street that he might know
the truth, though he renlized that the
lens he saw of Fran the better. How:
ever, the thought of her belug alone
In the outekirts of the village, most us
surediy without her guardian's knowl
edge, secemed to eall him o duty., Call
or no call, he went,

It seemed to him a leng time before
he reached the corner, He darted
around it—yonder sped Fran like a
thin shadow racing before the moon
She ran. Abbott ran. It was like a
foot-race without spectators,

At lust she reached the bridge span.
ning n ravine in whosa far depths
murmured a litte stream, The bridge
was new, built to repluce the foot.
bridge upon which Abbott and Fran
had stood on the night of the *ent
meeting, Was [t possible that the su-
perirtendent of Instruction was about
to venture n second time neross this
ravine with the sanme girl, under the
same danger of misunderstanding, re.
vealed by similar glory of moonught?
Consclence whispered that It would
not boe enough simply to warn; he
should escort her to Hamilton Greg-
ory's very door, that he might khow
she had been rescued from the wida
white night;
possibly upheld by the knowledge that

a sudden advent of o Miss Sapphira |

was morally lmposselble.

Fruu's back had been towara him
all the time. She wan still unawere
of his presence, as she paused in the
middie of the bridge, and with critieal
eve sought a position mathematicully
the same from elther hand-raidl. Stand-
Ing there, she drew a packuge from
her bosom, hastily seated herself upon
the boards, and, oblivious of surround-
ings, bent over the package as It rest
ed in her lap.

Abbott, without pause, hurrled up.
His feot sounded on the bridge,

Fran was speaking alowd, and, on
that account, did not hear him, as he
came up behind her, “Grace Noir"
she was saying-—"Abbott Ashton

Clinton — Hamilton Gregory — Mra.
Gregory—Simon Jeflearson—Mrs,  Jof.
ferson - Mins  Sapphira — Pran — the
Devil—" She seemed to be calling the
roll of her sequalntances. Was she

resding a st from the packuge?
Abbott trod noisily on the fresh pine
flnar
Fran swiftly turned, nnd the moon-
beams revealed a Nush, yet she disd not

“But Whose Hearts Are We King and
Queen O

attempt to rise. “Why didn't you an
swer when you heard your npumoe
called ? she anked with u good deul of
COmpoNure

“Fran!” Abbolt exclaimed, “Here cll
alone ot midnight—all alone! 1s 1t
possible?

“No, It isn't popsible,” Fran returned
satirically, “for 1 bave company.”

Abbott warmly urged her to hasten
back home; at the same time he arew
nearer and dlscovered that har lap was
covered with playing-cards

nnd his consclencn was |

Hob |
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“But you musu’t stay here,” he sald
imperatively, “Let us go at once.”
“Just as soon as | tell the fortunes.

Of course | wouldn't go to all this
trouble for nothing. Now look. This
card s Fran-—the gueen of heorts

This one is Simon Jefferson—and this
one Is Hob  And you-but it's no use
telling all of them, Now; we want to
wee who's golng to marry."”

Abbort spoke In his most authorl
tative tone:  “Fran! Get up and come
with me before somebody seey yon
here, This 18 not only ridiculous, It's
wrong and dreandfully imprudent™

Fran looked up with flashing eyes,
1 won't!" she ecried, “Not til I've
told the fortunes. 1'm not the girl to
go away until she's done what she
came to do” Then she added mildly,
“Abbott, | Just had to say It in that
voleo, ko you'd know | meant It, Lon’t
be cross with me."”

She shulled the cards,

“Hut why must you stay out here to
do 1t* he groaned,

"Because this I8 a new bridge. 1'd
hate to be o professor, and not Know
that it Las to be In the middle of &
new bridge, at midnight, over running
water, in the moonlight. Sow you keep
still und be nlee; 1 want to sea who's
going to get married. Here 18 Grace
Note, and here Is Fran . . "

“And where am 17" asked Abbott,
i an awed volee, a8 he bent down

Fran wouldn't tell him,

He bent over. “Oh, | gee, | ree!™ ha
eried.  “This 18 me=" he drew a card
from the pnck—"the king of hearts”
He held it trivmphantly,  “Well, And
| ¥ou are the quesn of hearts, you sald,”

“Maybe 1 am,” sald Fran, vather
bronthlessly, “but whose heoarts nre we
king and queen of? That's what |
want to find out” And she showed
her teeth gt him,

“We cun draw and seo,” he suggost.
ed, sinking upon one knee, “And yet,
slhes you're the queen and I'm the
king, It must be each other's hearts—"

He stopped abruptly at sight of her
crimsoned cheeks,

“That doesn't alwaya follow.” Fran
told him huastliy: “not by any means,
For here are other queens. Ses the
quesn of spades? Mavbe you'll get
her, Maybe you want her. You see,
she elther goes to you, or to the next
card,”

"ot 1 font want any  Queén of
spades,” Abbott declared. He drew
the next card, and exclaimed dramutje:
ally, “Saved, saved! Here's Bob, Give
her to Bob Clinton.”

“Oh, Abbott!" Fran exclaimed, look-
| ing at him with starllke eyes and rose-
| like chesks, muking the most fascinat.
[ Ing pleturs he bad ever beheld at mid
night under a sllver moon. "o you
mean that?  Remember you're on a
‘ new hridge aver ranning water."

Abbott paused uneasily. She looked
| loss ke o child thun he had ever seen
| her, Her body wus very slight-—<but
| hinr facw was It Is marvelous
how much of a woman's serlousness
wian to be found In this girl, He roas

with the conscliousness that for n mo-
ment b had rather forgotten himeelf
He L ominded har gravely—"Wo are

tniking about cards - Just eards
“No," sald Fran, not stireing, “we
are tulking anbhout Grace Noir. You say

you don’t want her: vou've already
Ldrawn vourself out Thut louves her
to poor Bobh —he'N! have to take her,
IH.'.il--..-u the joker gets the lady —the
i,‘--ll.-'r In nimed the devil Ba
Lliee pueme Jun't Intercsting nny morae”
She threw down all the ocards, onud
looked up, beaming, “My! but I'm
| glad you camae.”

Ho wut fascinnted and could not
|'||uw-. though as convinesd as nt the

heginning that they
thus, Thore might be fatal
jenees; but the chirm of the little
girl secmed 1o temper this chill knowl
gdge to the shorn lumb,  He tethipor
f2edd “Why don't vou go on with
your fortupe<telling, litle girl ¥

"I Just wanted to find out If Graes
Noir 18 golng to get you," she sad
eundidly; "It doven't matter what b
comes of her, Were you vver on this
bridge before®"

“Frun, Miss Grace I8 one of the hest
friends | bave, and=—and everybody ad
wires her. The fact thut you don't Hke
her, shows that you are not all you
ought to bhe'"

Fran's drooping head hid her face.
Was she contrite, or mooking?

Presently she looked up, her exjeen-
glon that of grave chearfulness. ‘Now
you've suid what you thought you had
to way,” she remurked, “8Bo that's ovor
Waore you ever on this bridge beforg?™

Abbott was offended. “No.”

“Good, good!"” with vivacious enthu-
slusm. “Both of us must cross It at
the samn time and make a wish. Hulp
me up—quiek.”

She reached up both hands, and Ab-
bott lifted her to her foel

“Whenaver you cross o new bridge, "
she sxplalned, “you must make a wiah,

should not linger
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It'll come true. Won't you do it, Ab
bott
“Of course, What na

little Nonparell!

superstitious
1 you hold hanas T

“Honest hands—" 8he held out poth
of hers, “Come on then, What are you
going to wish, Abbott? Hut no, you
mustn’t tell il we're across. Oh, I'm
fust dying to know! Have you made

up your mind, yvet?
“You, Fran,'” he answered Indulgent.
- - - TR s am—
. = ———e
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“Now!” Fran Cried Breathlessly,
“What Did You Wish"

lyv, “it'n someathing alwuys In
mind.”

"About Graece Noir?™

“Nothing whatever about Miss Grace
Nolr.”

“All right.

my

'm glad. Say this;:

" Hlow we go,
Two In 4 row-'

Don’t talk or any¥thing, just wish, oh,
wigh with all your might—

“'With all my mind and all my heart
While we're together and after we part'—

say that”
Abbott repeated gravely:

OWIth mll my mind and all my heapt
Wihille we're together and aftor wa part.’

"What are you going to wish, Fran ™

“Shehch! Mum!™  whispered Fran,
openlog her syesa wide, Wihh slow
stepd they walked slde by slde, shoul
der to shoulder, four hands clasped
Fran's great dark eyes wore set fixed-
Iy upon spuce as they solemnly  pa-
riaded beneath the watchful moon. As
Abbott watched her, the witchery of
the nlght stole into his blood,

The last plunk was crossed. “Now!"
Fran eried breathlessly, “what did you
wish?' Her body was quivering, her
face glowing,

“That | might succesd,” Ablott an.
swored.

“Oh!" sald Fran. “"My! That was
like & cold breath, Just wishing to
be great, and famous, and usefu!, snd
rich!"

Abbott laughed as Hght-heartedly ans
If the rond were not calling him bway
from solitudes.  “Well, what did you

I wish, Fran?l"
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For the Sake of Ramance and Adven-,"' the eagt of lving and the course

ture Do Not Discourage the
Soeker of Treasure,

For the sake of romance and ad
venture and ull that puts color into
Hin It is to be hoped that the fallure
of the expedition which recently went
Lo the Isle of Cocos in search of pirate
gold will not mark the end of treasurs
hunting, In the interost nlso of the
good town of Panama, where the treas.
yre sedkers are wont to outht and buy
supplies, wo should point out thuat
negative results never really proved
anything. There may be gold on Co
cos. There may be milllons of pleces
of elght and pewels gelore and wine
which the buccaneers, who had more
than they could drink, lald aside for a
rainy day leenuses many treasure
nunters hnve ransacked Cocos f{rom
end to end no muan can say that the
next trensure hunter will not find thet
for which all the vthers have laboroed
pnd sought in vain

Treasure hunters are of the oarth's
salt. They are the dreamers of great
dreams, the weers of wonderful vision,
the mukers of romance. All the world
loves or should love them. The news
of the day Is too much hardened with
heavy reading. One wearies at last

|

' know about It."

"That you might always
friend, while we're together, and safter
we part'

be  my

"It doesn't take A new bridee to
make that come true,"” he declared

She looked at him solemnly. “Do
you undorstond the responsibilities of
belng o friend? A friend has to as
sume obligations, Just as when n man's
wlocted to office, he must reprosent his

purty and his plalform.” |
“I'l stand for you!" Abbott cried |

earnostly

Wil you? Then I'm going to tell |
you nll nbout myself-—ready to be sur
priged?  Friends ought to know each
aothar. In the first place, | am vighteon
years old, snd in the second place |
am o professional lonarainer, and in
the third place my father s—hbut
frienda don't have to know each oth-
er's fathers,  Besides, maybe that's
enough to start with,”

“Yen," snld  Abbott, “it 18" He |
paused, but she could not guess his |
emotions, for his face showed noths |
ing but u kort of blankness, 1 should
ke to tnke this up geriatim.  You tell
me you are elghteen yeuars old?”

YeAnd have had lots of experk
ence."”

“"Your Hontralning; has it been theo |
retieal or—"

“Merconary.,” Fran responded; “rea)
Hons, real bors, real epectators, real
pay dnye” !

“Nut, Fran," said Abbott helplessly,
“1 don't understand.”

"Hut you're golnkg to, before I'm
done with you. | tell you, I'm a show.
girl, & Non-tralner, u Jungler, 't the |
famous Fran Nonparell, and my onp !
nival company has showed in most of
the towns nnd citles of the United
States. U= when I'm in my blue silks
and gold stars and crimson sashes, |
Kisslng my hands to the andience, that
I'm the real prineess.”

Abbott was unable to analyze his
renl emotions, and his one endeavor |
wus to hide his perplexity, Heo had |
always treated her as If she were old- |
er than the town supposed, hence the |
revelntion of her age did not so much
matter; but liontralning was Ko re
mote from conventions that it seemed
in a way almost uncanny. It seemed
to lsolate Fran, to set her eoldly apart
from the people of his world.

“I'm golng home,"” Fran sald ab
ruptly,

He followed her mechanieally, too
abrorbed In her revelation to think of
the enrds left forgotten on the bridge,
From their seene of good wishes, ¥ran
vent first, head erect, arms swinging
deflantly; Abbott followed, not know:
ing In the least what to say, or even
what to think.

The moon had not been laughing at
them long, before Fran looked back
over her shoulder and said, as It he
hnd spoken, “Still, 1I'd llke for you to

He gulckened his step to regain hor
slde, but was oppressed by an odd
sense of the abnormal,

"Although." she added indistinetly,
“it doesn @ matter.”

They walked on In silenece until, aft.
ter prolonged hesitation, he told her
quietly that he would like to hear all
she felt disposed to toll

She looked at him steadily: “Can

you dilute n fow words with the water
of your Imagination, to cover a life?
I'll wpeak the words, If you lLiave the
lagination.™

(TO BE CONTINUED)

.

voree and murder in sordid bhar-rooms,

of the muarkets, There Is o craving
fur something not so commonplucs,
for something less prosale, for somes
thing which has a touch of moonshing
In It Let us not, therefors, diseournge
the trousure hunters with cold renson
Hke ljl]llﬂll of cold water, Let us rath.
or fan thelr enthusinem and keep it
forever plow so that as long as nows.
piapers exist there way be now and
then a tule of Cocos Inlund wedgoed in
botween the tarilf and the trusta,

Such an Obvious Solution,

Alter Cave Johuson had served his
long and brilllant career In congress
and had retired to the gulet private
Hfe, he onece stopped Into the oflice of
i nophew, Robort Johneon, then a
young luwyer of much promise, and
finding the young mnn engaged In
writing with a goli. pen, had ocension
to remark upon the extravagunce of
the rising generntion

“Why s 1" sald he, “that every
young man now has his gold puen,
while those of my day were conteut
to use thelr gooscquills?”

“1 suppose,” replied !iuhnrl. In the
most Innocent manner possible, “it ie
becavse there were more goeese whow
yOU Ware & youug wman'

A Happy
New Year
ﬂ

&

Being happy is the se-
cret of being well, look-
ing well and feeling
well. Start the New
Year right, by resolving
to assist the Stomach,
Liver and Bowels in
their daily work by use of

HOSTETTER'S
STOMACH BITTERS

It tones, strengthens and

| r..pulaﬁon of Canada increasad dur-
1

| mew sottlers from the United States

| eertainly improve theit position,

invigorates the entire sys-

tem. Try a bottle todny.‘

aYear == W
Immigration figures show that the

913, by the addition of 400,000

and Europe, Most of these have gons §
on farms in provinces of Manitoba, §
Saskatchewan and Alberta.

Lord Willlam Percy, an English Nobleman,
says:

“The possitiiities and oppartunities offered (88
by the Canadian West are so Infinitaly g
greatar than thesa wiich exist In England,
that it ssems absurd to think that peop
should be Impeded from eoming ta the
ceuntry whare they can most easily and

New districts are being opaned up,
which will make sccessabin & greal
number of homesteads in districts
especially adapted 1o mized larm= s
Ing and grain raising.

For (llustrated litarature and
reducad rallway rates, apply (0

upt. of Immigratien, G,

nda, or (o

G.A.COOK
128 W, #1h Btrest
Kansas Clty, Mo.

Canadlan Gevernwent Agend

Wise Johnnle.

Little Johnnlo had been naughty all
day. At last, to cap the climax, be
slupped his small slster,

When father came home from the of
fice the mother told him of his soun's
misdeeds,

“The next time you tease yous sl
tor you go to bed without dinner,” the
futher sald sternly,

The kiddle sat In sllence for a few
moments, Then all of & sudden he
turned to his father,

“The next time | want to hit gister
I'Nl walt till after dinner,” he remarked.

GIRLS! GIRLS! TRY IT,
BEAUTIFY YOUR HAIR

Make It Thick, Glossy, Wavy, Luxum
lant and Remove Dandruff—Real
Burprise for You.

Your halr becomen light, wavy, fluf-
fy, abundant and appears as soft, lus-
trous and beautiful as a young girl's
after a “"Danderine halr cleanse.” Just
try this—molsten a cloth with a little
Danderine and carefully draw (it
through your halr, taking one small
strand at a time, This will cleanse
the halr of dust, dirt and excessive oll
and In just a few moments you have
doubled the beauty of your halr.

Dosldes beautlfying the halr at once,
Danderine dissolves every particla of
dandruff; cleanses, purlfies and Invig.
orates the scalp, forever stopping Itche
ing and falling hair.

But what will pleass you most will
be after a few weeks' use when you
will actually sea new hair—fine and
downy nt first—yes—but really new
halr—growing all aver tha s~alp. 1If
you care for pretty, soft hair and lots
of It, surely get a 25 cent botila of
Knowlton's Danderine from any store
and Just try it Adv.

Not Quite,
"Iy he what you wight call a polle®
captaln ot large?"”
"Noi he's only out on ball”

During the last year anbout ten per
cent. of all marriages were terminated
by divoree

The Wretchedﬁé:
of Constipation

Can quickly be overcome b

CARTER’S L
upzt* l'll.l.&.hh
re
~—act .’{a:e:"}'”m
ncnlly on the
ver. Cure

Biliousness,
Head-

ness, and Indigestion. They do their duty
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICR

Genuine must bear Signature
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